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THE ADVENTURER 

Gatherer of shells, 

Flower-hunter, 

Breather of slight winds — 

There is much to surprise me. 

I bring you songs for fkUes, 

And odd-shaped leaves 

And pointed vagaries. 

These trinkets you may toy, 
And twine into your moods — 
Carelessly. 

But I cannot tell you of what they are made 
Or where I found them. 
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SNOW SCENE: PUPPET-BOOTH 

The better to put you in mood for the lady, 

Conceive your mind an arched proscenium; 

Gather full the night-drop, 

The night-blue black — ^unplumbed. 

Shake the sound of snow-bells. 

And float down the gesture of five white lines 

Adorned with httle ghttering note-heads. 

For she is the lady painted against a thin China 

saucer, 
Her gown a broad silken petal. 
And as a phrase slowly spoken. 
Three cloth-sewn flowerets at the hem. 
She raises her brow to the point of perplexity: 
"... The murmuring snow? the snow murmuring?^^ 
She reasons: ''The falling snow, — ^yes. But I 

have never heard the snow murmur. No." 

Yet in the cold, white night, 

(For all the doubts of the lovely lady) 

I have heard them sprinkling down — 

The little white snow-notes, murmuring. 

With a faint silvery sound. 

Or like the murmur of her silken gown 

As she turned away. 
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COUNSEL 

Beetle! 

Draw in your toes 

Lest the hoarfrost 

Stringently 

Tickle them 
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RAIN-NIGHT 

The dogged rain 

Of unawakened growths 

Is hurling down its spear-points 

Into our walks and streets. 

What new beauty 

Are you striking out of dingy things? 

The Htde pawn-shop 
Droops to the pavement 
Battered and damp, 
Its blue-lighted window 
Guarding a stii^ handful 
Ctf cheap carved brass trays 
Bird feathers, glass clocks, 
And green candle-sticks. 

People step tightly by 
Dodging hither and tMther 
In the misty way. 

But I have looked down into 
These rain-spear-stung streets 
And found mirrored ti^ere 
An unguessed beauty of dingy things: 

Poured gold. 
Melted blue. 
Odd-shaped shadows of men. 

Oh, I do not want realities! 

Give me their misshapen lovely images 

And unreached forms. 
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AMBER MONOCHROME 

I pass 

Outside into the amber night. 

A lamp within 

Prints shadow-flowers 

On the stiffness of an amber screen. 

My dream is like that — 

An amber scheme 

Straining through cold, stiff screens. 
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NEGLECTED VASE 

What unchanging consciousness 
Sits dryly in your wan petals, 
DaffodilsP 

light has bitten 
Through your leaf, 
In the wind 
You have bent, 
You have sipped 
Sweet water up. 

Rare shells 
Of vanished life. 
You stand immobile 
In the vase forgotten. 
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SHAPES 

Let us deliberately sit into design 
With these elephant ears 
Stretched from the glazed pot 
Into green wax consciousness. 

Let us exert 
Our unused selves 
Into other static 
Sharpnesses. 

In what fleet gestures 
Have you found eternity? 

His amber painted torso 
A Persian dancer 
Has conceived into a leaf-line, 
The head inclined. 
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MELLOW 

These soft hours, 

The color of blurred pebbles 

And wan sand, 

Are an old worn fringe 

About the breasts 

Of the mellow afternoon. 

The lilac lake 

Is a saucer — ^thin — 

Burdened with faint blue rings. 

The brown velvet dog 
Is a curved attitude 
Upon the lawn. 



Jagged in the black tree-lines 
The frayed sun languishes — 
A pale pink poppy 
Grown too large. 
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BATIK 

« 

Important pale asters 

And leering lilies painted peach-color 

Writhing to a futile destination, 

Vibrant, popping out in lewd insurrection 

From the black oorder 

That essays to hold them down. 

A stiff ghost tree 

Rises out of a blue pond. 

Spreading abroad its asteroids of foliage. 

The sun-ball flares and fails 

On a distant line 

Like a disappointed toy balloon. 

Catrtails of yellow splintered flame 

Prick up and press about 

A fluted pedestal 

Bearing a blossoming bowl. 

A queer gauche bird 

Perches on the rim 

And drinks a venomous brew 

Of which it faints and dies. 

A consteUation of bereaved lemon leaves 
Flutters to earth in a funereal ballet 
Through the limpid mist 
Which descends upon this park of papier-mach6. 
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INDISPOSITION 

The crested tulips 

By the white pebble path 

Array themselves as chattering birds of paradise. 

Their flame-streaks on iridescent surfaces 

Shock the space of waiting in these thin days. 

A derisive little wind 

Executes pas de chat across the shaking buds, 

And my eyes play tricks on my ears, 

And I hear 

The piercing, deafening, flaimting condemnation 

Of vivid angry birds. 
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FERTILE GESTURE 

What hocus-pocus 
Jumble of sights and sounds 
To hurl upon one insensible 
To translate into idiom sensible 
These months gone through? 

No green apple-cluster 

Hung in doorway to flat blue sea 

Nor woodcut deUcate (it could be), 

No unsatisfied green globe 

Points puffy white dull mind 

To sharpened phrase, to escape infinitive. 

Golden-rod, cricket's cri-cri-cri. 
Snooping imder twilight eaves, 
Bat-screech, bat's apprehensive glance. 
To no avail. 

Long-sought potent triviality: 
Head thrown back over shoulder 
Undetermined angle. 
Stars spht across the sky. 
Flowing, imperfect eUiptic line. 
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WITHOUT CHAPERON 

Frafl, 

The white moon leans 

To the green-edged hill. 

The aspen lifts 
Its tracery 
Into light. 

The moon slii>s down 
The edge of night. 

It is odd 

To stand here alone — 
This quaking aspen 
And I. 



/ 
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WALL FLOWER: LAWN FfiTE 

Prim little crescent moon lanterns 

Twinkle smugly through the young willow branches. 

They are aloof, 

Like folk obliquely minded, 

Disdaining the art of neighlx)rliness. 

She is touched perilously near to loneliness, 

Near to breaking her thought 

Into colored fragments of despair. 

She rends the thick air 

With her fragile ribbed fan 

And the slender scintillating lanterns 

Twirl around in miniature tornadoes 

Consuming themselves in the light gas 

Of their own combustion. 
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SHE GOES TO PISA 

To MARY GARDEN 

She has rounded her shoulders 
To the curve of his arm 
And walked 
With him slowly. 

She has walked with him 

Slowly: 

Granite procession, 

White gesture of stars. 



29 



CHOREOGRAHPIC INCIDENT 

"APHRODITE" 

Clash of cymbals, and 

Peak-high pent up violins 

Cascading down to an I-don't-care 

Wanton rock-horse tune. 

Lights in the loft flare up, 

Colors quiver into birth, 

Blue, green, red, orange 

Perforate the air: 

Superphysical dye 

Stains and scorches figures below. 

A naked boy relaxes on his back 

And feels and strikes 

As with rough crayon 

The big line of his body — 

From black Egyptian wig, down spine, over hip, over 

thigh, to the point of bright-rouged toes. 
A girl above him bends in languishing, complementing 

line. 
Insinuating the buds of her breast 
Into the calyx of his arms. 
In his amber arms 

Like a strange flower she is gathered, 
Extravagent and spent. 
The dropping of whose petals is imminent. 
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BATON 

In the doorway 
The little birds sit 
Keeping time 
To tiieir thoughts. 
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THE MIND PLAYS WITH THE SEA STORM 

I hurtled like a hound for joy 

Through the storm 

Of your magnificence — 

Wave on crashing, dashing, crested wave. 

You hurl yourseu against space. 

You are positive force! 

You might crush me to nothingness! 

Yet I revel like a golden super-carp 

Flashing pas de poisson 

Through flowers of foam. 

And I know your ecstatic response. 
Exquisite Monster, 
As i blossom into glittering spray 
Above you! 
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A BOY'S SONG 

His voice was soft, 

Like the wondering, honest eye 

Of a wild-wood deer; 

He sang with the gladness of 

Plum trees in bloom. 

He had not the voice of a man. 

Nor of a woman — 

His voice was brown 

Like the breast of a meadow-lark. 

The spirit of a lighter world 

Tinted and fluted his song. 

His notes knew something of wind 

In soaring white clouds, 

And something of pale green light 

Which cinctures the moon 

When she is shy. 

For the voice of a boy 

Is a passing dream, 

And on his waking 

Rises to the stars 

Whence it came. 
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MEZZOTINTS 

I 

Slanting 

Yellow-gray dune, 
Drenched with soft night, 
Press against the opaque sky! 
Across your throat 
Swings one bursting star. 

II 
I saw 

With dream-strained eyes, 
As at the world's yonder end, 
A tarmshed haze 
Tawny as my furthest dream. 
But seeking there again, 
Soft on the breast oi the night-drenched dune 
Lay the flushing cheek 
Of a persimmon moon. 
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TRIMMED WITH FIRE 
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PULSE OF SPRING 

The spring has spilt a shining net 

Of green-gold buds 

Upon the boughs 

Oi this gray Imden-tree. 

The hyacinth has lit its torch of amethyst. 

A robin sways upon a bow-curved twig, 
And sweetly cries. 

spring, forbear! 
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SPRING ADDITIONS 

You step cautiously 

Across tiie newly awakened Dutch garden, 

Beloved, 

As the very old ivy-vine 

Ventures slight green fingers 

Over the glazed brick wall 

Of the just completed wing. 

And to me your moving about 

Is exquisite and light. 

And I ^ard you deftly, 

Gathenng you, 

With love-bright fingers 

Into the reinforced blood-red walls of my heart. 



38 



FRAGMENT OF VISION 

Creation is the thought of spring: 
Loveliness falling. 
Calling a semi-circle of action 
To respond in completion: 
Flowers ascending through rain. 

The texture of your mind 

And the flavor of your consciousness 

Intact remain. 

We walked in a broad space 
And to us it was revealed: that 
After the spectrum fades, 
After the fringe of rain, 
After cloud-shapes vanish. 
Their imprint clings forever. 

It was not the stripped plane of land. 

Nor the stretch of sea beyond. 

Nor the sting of lime from sand and shell 

That fell on everything — 

Not the fierce unheeded sweep 

Of two convergent figures 

Meeting by chance against the sky. 

These physical things 
Have shifted now to other springs. 
Only the untouched forms of daisies 
Resist translation to changing phases. 
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LITTLE BROTHER 

That June-bright note-sparkl( 
Is it a thrush dartmg from leaf to leaf, 
Or is it you calling, and passing under the plum 
boughs. Little Brother? 

That blue, lilting through the green body of the leaves — 

That gentle glow, kindled morning lantern — 

Are they sky flashing through branches, ungathered 

plums. 
Or are they your eyes, and your cheeks. Little Brother? 

That flicker of light- 
Was it the wind tipping the wild wheat plumes. 
Or did you leap like the swish of the grass in the game 
you were making. Little Brother? 

That sweet flood of peace, vision sharp, resplendent 

Sickle laid in the hand at Harvest — 
Is it my heart opening in ultimate flower. 
Or is it an echo, the least of one of these your simple 
joys. Little Brother? 
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THE INTANGIBLE SYMPHONY 

How shall I capture 
Sound and desire? 

Let candor stir upon candor 

Ab sword upon sword, 

Temi>ering the tenor and the timbre 

Of this sweet ecstasy 

That sweeps across the mind. 

Grieved is my mind, 

Harassed by music, 

Untouched of any sound. 

Yet on trellis, on infinite arch. 
On bridges of fretted iron. 
Frail to thought, acrid to sight. 
Thunderous wil^ traffic of men, 
Red-buddingj peach-petalled, 
Beauty flamed into view. 

But how shall I capture 

Sound and desire? 

How shall I hear 

The pointed vagaries. 

The evanescent harmonies 

That float unfingered 

Across the strings of the mind? 

How shall I hear. 

Plucked from the intangible mind-strings. 

The song desire sings, and sings? 

There is no create instrument. 
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PRAYER FOR SOPHISTICATION 

Close all open things, GrodI 

Close the rose. 

The throats of flutes and birds. 

Close all eyes 

To tears not yet fallen. 

Close my heart: 

Close all open things, GrodI 
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A VERY YOUNG LOVER 

I who am young 

Have loved old women 

And in contemplation of them 

Grown sour. 

I dare not turn to rocks or trees 

For even they are over-ripe with wisdom. 

You say I have overlooked my peers? 

See those wind-flowers 

Blowing on the hill, 

Golden-throated, doing up their purpled hair I 

I know them; they are quite as young as I, 

And foolish tool 

But when I wander in some far-off field alone 

Almost there comes a memory — 

More beautiful than dear women grown old, 

Or trees, or colored stones, 

Or flowers of the wind. 

I think this must surely be one whom I loved 
Long ago. 
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CARVED MOOD 

rest my unresting I 

One has paused 
And against my heart 
Leaned heavily. 

Strange, unshed tears 
Have cut into 
And pressed their tracery 
Of sharp flung songs. 

But love has passed on, 
Leaving its crevice 
Of wonder, 
For these son^ are 
Not for the giving. 
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ANTICIPATION 

C!ounting not 

The days we sang 

With the dew, — 

The dew itself — 

"When shall we accompany," 

she said, 
"the biUow, 

the wave?" 
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TfflNGS NOT SEEN 

The sea-gull poises 

In the charged, expectant air. 

The sea-^;ull poises 
With dehcate resistance. 

Its sheer conscious being 
Is cause to strike creation 
Out of all this emptiness. 

The sea-gull waits, 

Wavering slightly 

Against this mighty immanence. 

So does mv heart wait 

For the release of a substance 

Not yet seen. 
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REPLETION 

I have fed on the radiance of my Beloved 

Lying beneath the flowering pear-tree. 

Hei^ breasts are inverted cups of sunlight, 

She is dappled over with iridescence unnamed. 

Light and heat 

Pierce the pear leaves, 

And fall dizzily 

Through a flashing of petal-flakes, 

Bumijbing and mellowing her. 

My nostrus are prophetic 

With the sweetness of pear flesh, 

My eyes are dazzled with love made manifest. 

And my mind is parturient and tremulous 

With glistening schemes. 
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MY HEART, LIKE HYACINTH 

Oh, Grief is not so near to tears 
As II 

Hurting me more than chord-pain — 

The thought of you, 

Quiet, alone. 

Lovely as a watered reed 

Resting in the straightness 

Of your cool white bed. 

For I, storm-shattered and sick. 
Lie here flushed, hard-breathing. 

Oh, Grief is not so near to tears 
As II 
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AFTER-THOUGHT 

Sometimes ^ou smile, 

(Now that it is all over) 

And drop me little thin, gray words. 

Like the coins we give to the blind. 

Oh, I am not blindl 

And they are grayer to me than your 

"Do not come any more." 

I dare not think tiiat you care 

How I cared then 

Or nowl 

And yet you smile. 

And drop me your little words 

While I 

Hold out my hand. 
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LAST SEASON 

We two 

Storm-sheathed buds 

Slept 

Upon the wild plum bough. 

Oh, once in April late, 

When the slow bee pushed 

Through the sweet, thick air, 

And the oval slug 

Lurked at the roots of grass — 

Oh, once in April, late, 

We sprang — ^white — 

Into bloom and light : 

You loved the yellow of my throat. 

And I went mad with the honey of your lipsl 

Now 

Keen days 

Have flung our slightness 

To the ground; 

No brown bee swings by. 

And bare the bough 

Where our swift life 

Once clung. 
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BURDEN OF BLUE AND GOLD 

The staggering mulberry-tree 

Leans branch 

After gold-tipped budding branch 

Against the flat, wind-stretched blue of May. 

At the stalk 
Upon the grass 
They have set a ring 
Of round, worn stones. 

These simple things 

Have hurt me with their beauty: 

And all my heart is weary now 
With the weight 
Of stone upon 
The grass. 
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THE POWER OF NOTHING 

I only laughed 

As at a gauche mistake 

When I learned we had paid 

With innocent counterfeit — 

That such carnival, confetti, 

Festival of fleoningo fun 

We had danced for nothing spent. 

So much brightness 

All out of nothingi 

But when I learned of my awkwardness, 

Mistaking the denomination, color, design 

Of a Uttle word you gave me; 

And of the bright shapes of dream 

Germinated in my heart 

All out of nothing 

I could not laugh any more; 

For there was a sharp severing of slender unseen roots, 

And that fruit which they bore 

Fell dangling and bruised. 

From the tendrils and the vine. 
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BAS RELIEF 

She rose above my days 
A frieze of lovely low relief. 

Static, sharp. 

I made a song 
To give to her 
On the last day 
Of those silent days. 

She took my song within her hand 
And she was gone. 

What is low relief 

To the heart that seeks the whole 

FuU-carved from the basel 
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SORROW 

Step down, night, with the peace of indistinctness, 
that my hands need no longer hide my face from 
the slow, slow day. 
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OH, THAT LOVE HAS COME AT ALLl 

I am he who expects too much. 

The high keen edge 

Of dreams is not sharp 

Enough; and the rose 

Is not enough red. 

I am tired with emptiness, 

For love has not conve swift enough. 

But do thou weave, heart, 

A slender song: 

Touched 

Hiat love has come at alll 
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THE MOMENTS HALT A LITTLE WHHJE 

BEFORE THE DAY 

What has the night been 
In the crowded city 
In early spring? 

Silence and rest and peacefulness. 

An unseen clock 

Works apart its rhythm-pattern. 

The houses and streets themselves 

Fixed and turned 

Are here in their own reality. 

But the early clatter 
Of a day-bent cart 
Comes to rob the town 
Of etemality. 

The clock is the wretched face 
Of questioned time. 

The untrod night is gone: 
Noise and haste and weariness. 
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WORDS ABOUT LOVE 

I cannot tell you what it is waits beyond love 
Nor what it means, the still hour after. 

I can only think of a wide field of poppies afire 
On driven stems, dashed in the gafe. 

■ 

I cannot touch you now. 

I lie beside you chilL My heart has waned cold. 

A high white mountain has breathed upon my heart. 

Let us gather out of our thoughts a poppy cloak 
To draw about this strangeness. 
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A YOUNG MAN TALKING ABOUT A WOMAN 

To J. 5. 
I 

She is touched with a beauty the sere of reeds by 
an old water. 

Her being is of a duality: the idea that waits un- 
conquered, in and beyond a vast ice; of the fine, sharp 
green which wakes in young shoots at the base of trees, 
8he is impelled, and given motive. 

Slowly we have walked together, knowing the 
meaning of earth, and small twigs. 

II 

I am the surprised young man, light walker on 
night-lawns. 

My mind is the mould into which has fallen the 
beauty of things. 

Pour into me your metal, your tears, and phases 
in queer places, and I will give them back to you in 
little shinmg shapes and patterns. 

Ill 

She is a woman older, and more wise than I. 

Her mind is the channel without form, through 
which beauty has raged. 

Through her no kindling thought has crystallized 
in jewel or phrase. 

Yet I can not say that the storm has eluded or 
defied her, for she is of the storm. 

IV 

Our moments have tangled themselves in odd 
rhythms, and in resolving cadences we have spent our 
days. 

How many hours have we dreamed to the curve of 
this or that songi 

How many dreams woven in the color of a red 
persimmon moon I 

When shall we have unravelled the strange ca- 
dence of love as we have known it? .... 

V 

As for me, the months have brought no added 
wisdom. 

(I have suffered the malady of becoming mature 

Already resignation — ^willingness a httle mellow — 
comes subtly, secretly, working its ravages . . . 

A little wearing away, and a little wearing down. 

Will the sense of form endureP 
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VI 

She is wise, but unfettered with wisdom. 

(Somewhere white violets are springing large and 
single on a hill. 

I should like to find a sort that grows stark amid 
ice.) 

Somewhere in her consciousness repose the isolated 
virtues of duality. 

Violets and daisies there do not together bring 
forth the hyacinth; but each is each, single, shape for 
shape, and primitive. 
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THERE IS NO SPEECH NOW 

Two brown eyes with sprite-laughter in them 

(Laughing because shivering in tiie sea-spray) 

Have struck the tranquil strings. 

And I am loud with the old tonality 

Of two blue eyes I used to write about. 

Those cold dreams and mute imaginings 

Are trimmed with fire. 

Augmented with delayed and grieved desire. 

But I have no speech now; 

I can only think of the sea, 

the spray on my cheek. 
And of the waves themselves 

bursting into spray. 
I have no speech now, 
And I walk alone through the shore^gardens 
Observing that the lawns are over-run with robins. 
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PANEL SECRETLY SKETCHED FROM THE 
EPISODES OF A YOUNG MAN AND AN 
OLDER WOMAN 

How channing together 
They are in chosen 
Places! 



He is the slender beetle 
In spring — ^its curt 
Top-coat of green. 



New, 



She is the long-pressed leaf. 
Its dry vein: 
Aromatic wire. 

How charming together they are 
In chosen places: 

The book-stalls 

Of the town. 

The rare prints there. 

And the oridled eagerness 

Concerning them. 

The concert. 

The artist at his piano — 

They are the listeners: 

Her face aware. 

Aware his fingers. 

To his slim fingers 

Shifts the complementing cadence. 

manifest ornaments 1 

And this will be hung acknowledging 
All our slanted, unacknowledged 
Questionings. 
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SLOTH 

In the sun 
A date-palm sways 
And one brown girl 
Struts copiously. 

Odaysl 

Pass thus over me. 
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A SONG OF GIVERS AND TAKERS 

Oh pity them that receive, 

Them on whom are showered the gifts of meni 

Once I rave 

A very BtUe thing. 

And my life became as a great procession, 

As untouched beautiful music. 

But now I have known love; 

I have taken love's two hands, 

And the kindness thereof. 

Heavy is the heart at the harvest. 

The high-heaped measure. 

Oh pity them that recdvel 
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STRANGERS 

I shall tell you: 

I am seeing and seeing strangers 

Who are not strangers, 

For there is something in their eyes, 

And about their faces 

That whispers to me 

(But so low 

That I can never quite hear) 

Of the lost half of myself 

Which I have been seeking since the beginning of earth; 

And I could follow them to the end of the world, 

Would tiiey but lean nearer, nearer. 

And tell me. • . • 
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END OF SUMMER 

For tiiat a great weariness has come upon me 
Here in the remaining day of summer, 
And the over-grown yard, a stagnant mood, 
Under the boughs 

the apples rotting. 
And tiie fading grasses forgotten of cutting — 
Suffer me to wag the tongue a little. 
Even as leans on the fainting evening, 

the foliage withering, 
I am touched with a song of brown and of shadows. 
And of colors lingering. 
And I passed before a house of vines 
To hear a myriad of birds therein 
Crying, crying. 



/ 
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NEITHER DUST NOR TRACKS 
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WIND-SHAKEN 

He stands. 

An ancient trunk, 

Rooted deep in earth — 

And we, 

A thousand new, thin leaves, 

Are held a-tremble 

On his rigid boughs. 

New, thin leaves. 

Moving to the lilt of little windsl 

We are fastened 

By a thousand stems. 

Wind! 

Hurl us into swiftness. 
Leaving stripped and dry 
This rigid trunk 
Where we now cling. 
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VISTA 

The wild flower flames 
By the red road side. 

The blue bird blends to sky. 

Appleybranch is bright, 
And ripe com — ^white — 
Gleams in the long com row. 

Peak on peak 
The momitains rise, 

Mighty — ^frail. 

Momitains 1 

You are not mightier 

Than the com is mighty. 

Mighty is the com! 
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BENEDICTION 

Let no blasphemer till the sacred earth 

Or scatter seed upon it, 

Lest fruit should fail 

And weed-scars sting its fineness. 

Send him here who loves its beauty 
And its brownness. 

He will plow the earth 
As a dancer dances — 
Ecstatically. 

Let no blasphemer till the sacred earth 
Or scatter seed upon it. 
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A SONG FOR SOULS UNDER FIBE 

Lo^ that doves 
Should soften 
These surging streets! 

I found him talking simply and gladly of God, 
In the unmoved dty of granite 
And noise. 

Thought kindled in his cheek, 
And his white faith 
Was the tree in spring 
To look upon. 

He whispered me he knew the God of Daniel 

In the lions* den; 

The faith of Joan of Arc 

On parapets. 

He will walk, a spirit 
Of unguessed power, 
Into battle. 

He will walk unreached 
Into fire! 
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JOURNEY 

Life is more sweet than I 

Knew: — ^the shifted scene 

Less wavered, more trimmed with light 

Than the years before. 

Look down. People pass over the ice 

As a file of thin ghosts creep 

And fade beyond a hill. 

You, and you, and you — 

Small souk, shrinking away. 

And you, and you, and you. 
Bearing lip;hts m your hands, 
Approaching eternally. Life is 
More sweet than I knew 
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CHICAGO 

city of beauty, 

They have spoken without understanding ; 

They have called you evil! 

city of beauty, 

Maybe it is only my heart you have shaken 

Witii your sadness of rose evenings, 

And the shadows falling 

In the misty evening 

Under the bridges. 

Your avenues are velvet and symmetrical, 
As speech slow-moving. 

city of beauty, 

1 come not with vain enumeration! 

For in the untrod night 

I have looked upon your rapt 

Presence. 

There was a whiteness 

as of wings stirring. 



74 



TO A COOL BREEZE 



You have come. 

After sun-stung days, 

As gold greatly wisAied — 

Dearer 

Than the loveliness of all songs. 

Sweep over these arms, 
This throat, this brow. 
Parched with firel 
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FULL FIGURE AT REPOSE 

I am too strong 

For these delicate groupings of thought. 

These frail panels of ukkkI — 

Too like the shoulder of leopards 

Lifted from bleak rock. 

No slim flutings 

Trim this ledge. 
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ABUNDANT INTERLUDE 

To LOUISE 

Gods! It was riding buoyant tree-tops. 

Fabulous, rare-dreamt bounds into the blue, 

High tidal wave of hope 

Swung up into a scattering of foam. 

Minutiae of beauty pirouetteing over the world, 

the profound sea. ... 
Thus it seemed to me 
When, opulently struck into a moment 
Augmented to one exultant hour, 
She poured like water freely out 
The music of her mind. 

[Against red hair 

She is inclined to share a woman's prejudice. 

Perhaps I shall gain her anger 

Pointing back to those last few favored rays 

Of the vulgar setting sun 

(For Nature, to her mind, 

A solace for diviner music is) 

That reached a transmutation to red and 

flaming gold. 
Mingling, as they did, a moment with her hair.] 

She comforted the flaring, dark-winged piano-forte 
With notes like blue anemones that rang 
Electrifying the sand from which they sprang. 
When she speaks 
It is the arbutus flowering. 

If mountains are uplitfed thoughts. 

And uplifted thoughts high hills of loveliness. 

Those sand-hills where she played 

Were swept up into heaven 

In that fleet hour. 
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THE DANGER OF WORLD TURNING 

Dance to my whim, 
Little black ant 
Bewildered 
On the stone 
My fingers toy. 

Another revoluticml 

(To you, i^rhaps. 

An evolution) 

My fingers — swift — 

Miffht keep you always running. 

And never would you dream the ruse. 

Trickrmaster^ 

Lest you spoil the farce^ 
Turn swifter^ swifter: 

1 might sting! 
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A YOUNG DANCER 

Tall ''° <=■«•"• 

Pointed grasses 
Sway to the urge 
Of suDting wind. 

Swift blue-white lig^t 

Edges down 
Each eager stem. 

Tomorrow at the fSte 
When I shall weave 
Of my legs and throat 
A tapestry upon the air, 
I will remember 
Something of their wild 
Blue-white motion. 



THE FOREST OF DEAD TREES 

I climbed up the rough mountam-side 
Through the forest of dead trees. 

I touched their smooth, stark limbs. 

And learned much of the white beauty of death. 

Whose taut, slender thigh was thisP 
And this, whose gracious throat? 

Life, you are not more beautiful 

Than tins silent, curving death is beautiful! 
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IN YOUTH HE SEES THE MOUNTAINS 

Now gloriously is 

That which has never been: 

The new-bom heart leans far 

To the swing of charged immensity. 

This rigid flmt 

Flung against the stars; 

This crs^hing choir 

Of water-voices — 

These have never crushed the sky 

Nor stunned the ear 

Before. 
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THE METAPHYSICAL BOTANISTS 

— So it iDOS asters? 

Haven't toe now 

A little right to be proud? 

For in the beginning 

Up there under the eaves 

Our minds silently lifted 

An unknown pollen 

Stirred by an unpretentious breeze. 

Then came the clanging of traffic^ 

The rattle of chains. People passed 

Like rattling chains. Hot dry winds 

Stoept over the space 

Of that cloistered room. 

Spiritual poverty. No fertile rains. 

Could we be sure 

Our thoughts would bloom? 

Now we are smiling proudly. 
Trimmed with purple progeny 
Showering down from the eaves. 
From the window flower-boxes 
An unconquered laughter. 

We thought like asters 
Thrown against the wind. 
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